(Hi again Jefrey—Little rap,some environment. 
best, Frank) 


Approaching Virtue 


Ah yes organic 
tomato, tofu, you 
know the rest. 


Setting in my back- 
pack outside Sun- 
seed Food Co-op. 


But a glimpse through 
the window gave proof 


Penta Water bottles 
are made from corn! 


Go Right ahead 
& scoff at yogurt- 


gentle,bleeding heart 
me! It’s all true. 


My heart does break at 
babies bursting in air 


for the collateral 
wet-dream of Empire. 


Katrina 


Sad t’ve seen yuh. 
Wanna go back but 
wez black. 


They really sayin’ 
they got ‘nuff 
n’all that stuff. 


Wanna go back but 
nowhere t’go cuz 
they got ‘nuff of us 


there. People on the TV 
say who’d live in that funky 


place? But they don’t unersand 
family n’ friends n’ church. 
Sunset ghosts only we knows. 


Everythingz gone! So 
gotta find spot where 
wez ain’t that many. 


College teacher round here 
sez wez citizen n’equal 
t’any other. Uh huh. 

Where I hear that before? 


Sad t’ve seen yuh,Katrina. 
Wanna go back. Young 


folk here-our stuff old! 
Sez slaves been freed! Mebbee so 
but why fo’ you fight every day? 


So sad t’ve seen yuh,n’ 
wanna go back, 
Miz Katrina. 


We ask gov’ment 
but ain’t none. 


Drilling off Florida 


When black waves chuck, 
inevitably,the beaches 


leaving sodden birds 
& stinking fish then 


will the citizens dress 
like chemical warriors 
in Baghdad to rake the glop. 


& boys & girls wash 
the few birds not dead. 


& other (Beltway) boys & girls-- 
raking in also--will hop to it,do- 
ing what they do best. Nothing. 


The tourists will go elsewhere 
& servers & clerks follow 
as the hotels shutter. 


All return in a year or so. 
Awaiting the next dark wave. 


One can live 
without hope. 
It’s been done. 


Patriotic Ooze 


After the party 
meeting, janitors 
move in 


industrial strength. 
Scrubbing the stink 
of profit. 


Rap 


It’s Jim Crow 
Fat crow 
Whatuh y’ know 
Guantanamo? 


Stay fo’evah 
Or what y’say? 
Tell The Man... 


Anything! Sing dandy 
In yoh orange suit. 
Cuz ev’ryone roots 


Fo’ the jailor in 
The free world. So 


It’s Jim Crow 
Eat crow 
Whatuh y’ know 
Guantanamo? 


Mo’ shit. 
That’s it! 


What y’bettah know 
In Guantanamo Guantanamo Guantanamo. 
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